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32 SKETCH 
She glanced up at the naked branches against the clearing 
sky. She caught her breath. One gnarled old oak held the 
dull golden rim of moon in its branches. It was like her 
grandfather's hand with the ring on it. She sank against a 
tree and looked down at her hand. In the darkness she could 
see only its outline, but beyond it, a pool of water, black and 
bottomless—reflecting the moon. This time she wasn't fright-
ened. She looked quickly back up at the sky. The rim of 
moon shone dimly, but steadily, immutably, through the 
trembling branches. 
The something was welling up inside of her again. It went 
over. Excitement and a vital eagerness quivered and trickled 
through her. Suddenly she flung back her head and laughed. 
Her laughter ran over her, strong and pure. 
"Life is a great adventure", she whispered to herself. 
"And love—the greatest of all." 
The warm rain touched her upturned face lightly, and the 
wind gently brushed her tingling cheeks. The laughter 
changed to a smile, and the smile lingered trembling on her 
lips. 
.ypLENDm,
 with blare of trumpets, 
the crash of drums; 
Bright, with the gay cockade and the 
strong, young men; 
Magnificent, when they wade in mud, 
sick unto death, 
Spattered with blood and blinded 
in the foul cellar where they crouch. 
Ah, they shall sing of war—splendid 
and honorable— 
And death—all glorious—when they die 
like rats in a hole, 
Mercenaries of Mammon, the bodyguards 
of patriots who own some steel or oil, 
Or want more money for their little pigs. 
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